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| Fixt by their Choice their un-predeſtin'd 
* a.. 1 

EX Nor were to more exalted Bliſs remov d: 
Till full confirm'd, and in their Act approv'd: 
Thence they attain'd more Dignity of Place, 
And Miniſter'd to Men their Maker's Grace: 


Such ſeem'd the State, Great Queen, that Heav'n 
To prove the Genuine Virtuesof Your Mind, athgn d 
A2 Whilſt, 
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Whilſt, ſingly Good! with un-deſiring Eyes 


You cou'd a Scepter's dazling Pomp deſpiſe: 
Heav'n, that a Mind ſo proof to Pride beheld, 
Hopeleſs You'd cer to proffer'd Grandeur yield, 
Firſt his Intent, before his Bleſſing, ſhew'd, > 
* with the virtuous Views of doing Good, M 
T' accept a Crown, your ſtedfaſt Soul ſubdu d. 
Thus to a Throne You condeſcend to riſe, 


I 0o pour on Earth the Bleſſings of the Skies; 


Look back on bidding Monarchies with Scorn, 
Whilſt You adorn a Prince, that Empire does adorn : 
With George an equal Race of Glory run, ; 

As radiant Venus ſtill attends the Sun. 
And as that beauteous Lamp lifts up its Lioe 
O'er Heav'n's blue Vault, ſolliciting the Sight; 
And Meſſenger of Day, to Mortals ſhows 
Th' approaching Sun will ſoon his Beams diſcloſe : 
You, ſoon as we behold your beaming Face, 

Aſſure his Subjects of the; Sov'reign's Grace: 
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Whilſt, interceding, You like Eſther nl“ 
And force a Bleſſing from the Scepter'd Hand. 


As Papiſis, when they preſs with erring Zeal 

Our Lady, think there ſcarce is room to fail; 
Not truſting to themſelves, or Chriſt alone, 

They court the Mother firſt, t engage the Son: 


With equal Zeal, but better-bottom'd Hope, 
We to Your interfering Pow'r look up, 
When, Earneſt, we'd prefer ſome high Requeſt, 
And thro Your Hands our Monarch's Favours wreſt. 
To Beauty's Suit what 'Tyrant has not bow'd? 
"Tis Beauty's Charter ne' er to be withſtood: 

| Beauty like You, ſuperlatively Good. 
Hence You'd a larger Sphere of Action giv'n 
To vindicate th' o'er-ruling Hand of Heav'n;- 
While You his Bounties to Mankind diſpenſe, . 
And ſeem to Act his Under-Providence. 


But 


fe) 
But ſee the Great, th' expected Day appear, 
And Jealous Pheſplur look above the Sphere; 
Sum all his Pow 'r of congregated Rays, 
And deeper ſtreak the Morning's bluſhing Face; 
While he ſelects a Daſh of purer Light, 
And notes the Day with more diſtinguiſh'd White: 
| Then flaſhes, æmülous, on the Britiſh Throne, 
Which daſhes back the Beams, itſelf outſhone. 


When ſtrait each Hritons Wonder and Delight 
Shines forth to View, and gratities the Sight; 
Admiring Throngs in mute Suſpenſion gaze, 
And teſtify their Tramſport in Amaze. 
Each owns his want of Words, his Senſe to tell, 
Like Heav'n's, his Joys are ſo ineffable! 

The Queen moves on, and drives our Looks aſide, 
So weak's our Sight for Bodies Glorify'd! 
Then in u Blaze of Triumph ſeeks the Throne, ö 


The glorious Goal by Virtues greatly Won; 
And, awful, in meck Majeſty looks down. 
oo: . Benign, 


HM 
Benign, the Starry Train her Aſpe& greets, 
With Pain their Sight her downward Glances meets. 


So flames a Comet thro th” ztherial Plain, 
Burns in his Walk, and draws a fweepy Train; 
The Stars in diſtant Wonder ſeem to ga 

And mark his Progreſs thro' the boundleſs Space: 
Fierce, he ſhines on, makes all around him glow; 
Looks from his Height, and ſees the Stars below. . 


But You, like Venus, diſtant did appear 

Ilkmin'd Day, but not yet markt the Year. 

Now You a more illuſtrious Orbit run, 

And date our Aras with the Britiſh Sun; | 

| Whilſt breaking from the Dawnings of your Day, 
| 
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Lou to our Eyes a twofold Light diſplay; _ 
The Noon-tide Sunſhine, and the Milky Way: 
That is Your Eyes all-influencing Blaze, i 
And * 1 temper d Sweetneſs of Lour Face. 


vou 


Nor Majeſty look un- regarding down 


10 8 3 
You ſtill in Goodneſs as in Glory riſe, if 
And ſooth our Souls as you attract our Eyes. 


A World well loſt did Cleopatra ſhew? 
Fach Briton thinks a World i is won in You. 


Then let not Beauty on the Muſes frown, 


From underneath the Circle of a Crown: 
The Pow'rs above approve the Pious Pray'r, 
And liſt ning Angels lean from Heav'n to hear 
The Duteous Voice which in Y our Praiſe rebounds, 

And Joys th' Immortals with the grateful Sounds; 
While Heaven's glad Chorus eccho round our Lays, 
And join your Pwans to their Maker's Praiſe. 
And, if the Skies may in a Sketch be giv'n, 
This Scene preſents a View of op'ning Heav'n. 


How all our Spirits fluſh into our Mien, 
Ambitious from our Eyes to hail the Queen! | 


While 


How brightens ev'ry Face, with Joy ſerene, | . 


K 


While of her Goodneſs She to all i imparts,” 11 

And goes with Heav'n far more than halves with W 
We ſeem ſome Portion of Her Grace to 1 1 
For way Look does Her lov'd Ws * 


So when we ſhall behold our Makers "_— 
And Life renew'd ſhall give us back to Grace; 
While we the bliſsful Viſion ſhall partake, 
And, made like Glaſſes, dart the Image | back; 

All over Luſtre are our Faces ſeen, „ 


For God, that dwells within, irradiates the Mien. 


But > with awful Rev'rence we draw Ws 1 
As Love of Heav'n is mixt with Holy Fear. 
He that long burnt, and ſtrove in vain to mowe 
Somme haughty Nymph, here looks away his Lovez 
Does the low, worthleſs Paſſion ſoon diſcard, . 

And feels a Flame that forces his Regard. ee 
So Men their vain Idolatry deſpiſe, b ; a 
When once they've known the Pow'r that rules the 


And yet our Vagrant Eyes your Preſence awes, 


But You, like Heav'n, require Un-blemiſh'd Wit, 
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Chaſtiſing the bold Looks your Meekneſs draws. 
The Sun, our common Eye, that gives us Light, 
When, boldly ſtar' d at, will reſume the Sight. 


Like Flies, allur'd by Your refulgent Face, 


Scorcht, we fall down, grown giddy as we gaze. 


Your Soul regrets the Wounds Your Beauties give; 
The Sufferers of Your Eyes Your Looks relieve. 
In Acts of Grace we Princes Goodneſs ſee ; 

His Tender Mercies prove the Deity. 


| Yet we by Your Reſerve of Power perceive | 


Angels in Human-Shape have oft appear'd, 
As Gueſts recciv'd, and of their Hoſts rever'd; 
But when Exceſs of Courteſy was givn, 


Their mild Comport beſpoke 'em Sons of Heav' n. 1 


So while we ſtrive, Induſtrious of Vour Praiſes ... 
To pay our Duty in elab' rate Lays; 
As Woman, You our Off ring can admit, 


Or, | 


EN 
Or, * Angel-like, > accept the Sacrifice, / 5 
Yet ſhew our Leal darts from You to the Skies. 


1 


' Nor noni dds Gat Muſes Pri | 
Tis Beauty's Tribute which the Poet pays 
Heav'n, while He ſhow'rs His Bounties from Aboves 
Commands our Praiſes and allures our Love; 
Which by th' encreaſing of his Gifts He ſhows, 
The more we praiſe Him, He the more beſtows. . 


A double Duty on us Verſe-men lies 
This to Your Scepter's due, and this Your Eyes: l 
Your Pow'r and Beauty vindicate us whole, 


That ſways the Subject, this ſubdues the Soul. 
Bleſt Sov'reignty! where thoſe ſupremely fit 
Ass of our Perſons, Monarchs of our Wit! 
| Where Factions dumb, and no Debates ariſe, 
But which rules moſt, Your Scepter, or Your Eyes. 


Stubborn to Sway, and relle to eee 
Unbroke and free, long did this Iſland ſtand, 


Nor heard the Reins in any Foreign Hand: 
2M Allading to Manoah's Offering. 


t Si 
Till You at laſt with Beauty's Influence came, 
And bade our Human Savages grow tame. N 
We for a Look our Liberties have ſold; 

But fierce for Vou, and in Obedience bold 
Our Ductile Paſſions at Vour Pleaſure move, 


With Rage once ruff'd ; now how lull'd to Love! 
| Ob” 
So when bright Venus from the Sea aroſe, 


A s Oer the Floods ſhe wand'ring Glances throws, c 
The Winds, thoſe Tyrant-Paſſions of the Tide, 
Sink on the Main; the ſurging Seas ſubſide: 
Her ſweet Regards th' ungovern'd Tempeſts tame; 
Wild Eddies look themſelves into a Calm: 
] The wat'ry Troops ſhe of their Rage beguiles, 
h [ Their Factions ceaſe, and dimpl'd Ocean ſmiles. 

| 


Some Waves around her ſtand more proud to gaze, 
And wait the Language of her chiding Face, 
Then, bidden, row! away, obſequious to the Grace. 


So You, Superior, Faction's Waves controul, 
In Britiſh Breaſts conſenting Paſſions roul, 
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When v we behold that Eloquence of Face, 


Raviſh'd to Peace, away our Feuds we gaze. 


Vour fair Idea challenges us whole, 
While "_ Tumults ſink upon the Soul. 


As Cybele in \ th azure Courts on high 
Smiling, ſurvey'd her Offspring of the Sky, 
| A Tow'ry Wreath her rev'rend Temples crown'd, 
Betok'ning Empreſs of this Earth, ſhe own'd; 
Well might ſhe on ſuperior Place preſume, 
Who peopled all Olympus with her Womb. 


With juſter Pride, bright Queen, below enthron! d, '$ 


May You behold Your Godlike Race around; 
With juſter Pride aſſert the Care of Earth, 
Who Grace it with ſo many Heroes Birth: 
Thro' long ſucceeding Ages next look down, 
And ſee all Europe's Kings Your Lineage own; 
Then think Fame ſays, in lateſt Times to come, 
That all the Gods deſcended from Your Womb. 
And not in vain; for all that's Greatly Good 
May well be thought an Effluence of Your Blood: 
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The Virtues all are known of Female Fame, 
And now conjoin'd, are proud t'aſſume Your N ame; | 
For in your Perſon all ſo well unite; 

"Tho! clear in Act, they're indiſtinctly bright. 
The Milky Way's thus ſown ſo thick with Stars, 
The Mingled Blaze but one bright Trail appears. 
Your Life's but one continu'd Act of Grace, 

Yet forward ſtill You preſs in Virtue' s Race, 
Add Length to Length, un-weary'd in the Chace. | 
So, one Thought paſs'd, into a new we ſlide, 
And ſtill are born along by Fancy's Tide, 27 
Bot genuine Worth to virtuous Thoughts does guide. 
Of tinted Bounties You diſdain the Tale; 
The Multitudes o'er Memory prevail! 

This Privilege alone You hold with Heav'n, 

Still to grow richer, as the more you've giv'n. 


As Nature's God, whom oft we Nature call, 
Pervades this Mals of Earth, and actuates all; 
From out her Lap a rich Abundance pours, 
And decorates the Glebe with Fruits and Flow'rs: 
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Whate'er delights the Taſte, or Smell, or Eyes, 15 | 
The ceaſeleſs Care of Providence _ f 


80 "We Great Queen, by Nane 8 Lord Ane 4 
To clear his Diſpenſations to Mankind; | 
Throughout the Word of Life Your Influence ſend, - 
And Vigour to their quick'ning Virtue lend; 
Turn all the Wheels and Movements of the Soul, 
Which to Your Will, as their Firſt Mover, rout. 
Heav'n oft, unknown, enrich'd our thankleſs Land, 
But now we bleſs, becauſe we ſee the Hand. © 


As un: refracted Light maintains one Hue, 
Till different Modes of Matter diff rent ſhew 
Th' obſtructed Rays; diverfify'd to View; 

| $o Souls, tho! all originally one, * 700 Mlb 

Take diff rent Turns, as diff rent Weights they d on; 1 * 

Matter on Mind with dull Oppreſſion liess, 7 
And gives Mens Wits their Qualities and Size, 

Hence, tho' but rare, Sublimer Souls we ſee, 
Encumber'd leſs with dull Mortality. 


4 « 
4 y 4 2 
5 9 I 8 
3 # 


n 7425 of A * ao DME m TT . , 


Your Frame compos'd of Porcelain Clay, * * 
It ſcarce contains the Deity within; E 
Which ſhines throughout, and lightens thro' You whole, 
You move a Goddeſs, or You live all Soul. | 
Thus Seraphs lodg'd in Bodies ſo refin'd, 
Converle ws $1 he, and rod each other s Mind. 


Small Coſt need Heav'n em ink when He provide 
Your Second Life a Body Glority'd; 


J can believe this then will rite the fie, | 
Ev'n now; like Seraphs, half refin'd to Flame: 
And may the Muſe, whoſe now-un-ripen'd Song 

1 the Verſe- full Throng, 
whe ou from * remove, 


